BACK   AT    SCHOOL

and the wooded hills all around and glimpses of buildings
which were the school.

Every hedge and turning brought back the past more
vividly than unassisted memory ever will.

I walked past the playing-fields and the houses. I
passed the Chapel and Big School. I wanted to go in by
the main gates.

I went in. There was nobody about. The square
tower still stood there, its red sandstone as calm and kind
as ever; and the great high trees on their lawns on the
hither side of it, and the long line of mullioned windows,
sunlit or blue-bough-shadowed, stretching away to the
right, and the chapel far back on the left, with a new
memorial cross in front of it that had no need to be there
in my time.

There was no sound from beyond the roofs of a ball
being kicked or bumping, no echoes of the old cries of
"Take it with you forwards," no distant shrillness of
whistle.

The stones and the leaves were the same. Other boys
would be there in a month. The man who used to blow
the whistle would be there no more.

A mist came in front of me and I saw forms long dead
or strayed. Boys swarmed up the drive in strange
bowler hats. Boys ran out at the news of motor-cars.
Boys sat late in their studies making coffee. Boys told
stories to each other in dark dormitories, creepy stories
which made them spring up with stopped hearts when
strange wailings came from gas-meter or radiator.
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